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OVER AND OVER. . |

Over and over, the birds are singing
Thesame sweet stralns of the long agoi:
Over and over, each year are springing
Flowers where fudeth the winter snow;
Over nud over, the ships go salling,
Lengues on leagues noross the sou:
<ver und over, whon the day is paling,
Sighs the breeze In the forest tree.

Over and over, d2 joy and sorrow
Sllently walk by useverywhere; |
Over and over, will ¢uch to-morrow
Pring its blessings or bring {ts care;
Avver und over, the mother blesses
Alter ench prayer o golden hoad;
Dver and over, !ler BWCrL CAresseA
1uto ench heart love's sunlight shed,

Cwer and over, we all are tonohing
Daily our lessons of good or fll;
Over and over, are pastors preaching
Words which speuk of the Master's will;
Cver and over, the sunset glories
tilow pnd vaniah o'er land and sew;
Over and over, to Grandma's storlos
We listen, sitting beside her knee.
—J. B, M, Wright, in Good Housckeeping.

UNCLE PETER.
How the Gossips TUnwittingly
, Brought About a Wedding.

When the farmers’ wives in the neigh-
‘borhood of Dalton and the residents of
the little country village heard the

: clang of the cracked, old hand-bell und,
afterward, the shrill, quavering notes
- -of a cracked old volce singing some such
«heerful ditty ns, ! '
1 bnd an old cow,

And my
I milkéd my cow

Under o green bay tree,™
they smiled and said: “Uncle Peter’s
«<oming.” The notes of his songs grew
shriller and more strident -as-Uncle

Peterdrow near in his rickety old fish cart
# with its canvas covering on the sides of

which was printed: *Mr. Peter P.

Pillsherry, dealer in fish, pysters, clams

asd other notions. No trust” Al

though the “no trust” part of the sign
had’ been made emphatic by being un-
derscored, Uncle Potor did trust any-
body and every body in such a perfectly
reckless and guilelessly confiding man-
ner that it was a wonder his bank ac-
«count was hall so large as it nctuslly
was. ‘
1lis hank account and bther possessions
were so great that there was really no
neeessity of Uncle Peter pursuing his
wecupation of peddling fish, clams “and
other notions, " as he did, exposing him-
sclf tw the heat of summer and the
winter storms while making his daily
rounds.

“¥Yeo think T hadn’t ought to do so no

) wmore, do ye?" he often sald to friendly

' patrons who, with the freedom of life-
long acquaintance, asked him why he
«id not give up hisoccupation and *‘take
things easy.” *Ye reckon now that I'd
sot 'round doin' nothin'?' he would
ask. “‘Naw, sir; that ain't the Pills-
berry style. I'd be puffectly mizzable
settin' ‘round doin' nothin', and peddlin’
suits me. I lhike to git’'round an'see
the folks. 1 allus was great for sosha-
bility, an’ peddlin’s sich u soshable biz-
ness. Why, hless ye, I know ev'ry man,
woman an' child in this county like a
hook, an' they all know me. How on
airth would ye all git along If old Uncle
Poter left off peddlin'?”

: *We would miss you uncle,” his pa-

- trons always said, heartily; “‘und we're

: always glad to see you."

™ I'he old man would smile 1ike a pleased

«<hild and say:

“I reckon ye would miss me. Where'd
vyou git your haddock an' mack'rel an'
A hallybut an' big fat clams an’ Providence
isters if Uncle Peter'd stop peddlin'?
You'd have to go clean to Smithfield,
nine mile away, fer 'em, that's what
you'd have to do. DBut 1 ain't callatin’
<on givin' up peddlin’ though Rindy an’
Becky an' the the rest of 'em want me
“to quit it an' go to keepin’a little store.”

“That Would be easier for you,
-wouldn's it?”

“Nary time it wouldn't,” the old man
-would reply, shaking his head vigorous-
dy. ‘‘Store-keeping mnever'd suit me.
1t'd jist natchelly w'ar me out to be
puddlin’ round & little sto’ all the time.
But Rindy an’ Becky an' the rest of 'em
think iv'd be more genteeler'n peddlin'
fish; that's the idee with them. -It's
kindor gallin' to Becky in pertickler to
have ber old dad peddlin' fish, an'
:smellin’ of 'em when she- has company,
though I allus try to get out'n the way
then; fish do smell, I'll allow.”

Uncle Peter's wife had been.dead sev-
-eral years. His daughter Dorinda, »
spmster of thirty-three, and Becky, a
‘much younger dsughter, kept hoyse for
him in the old home. Rooky had had
the advantage, or dissdvantage, of at-
‘tending & would-be fashionable board-

1 for s year, whereshe had early
learned that thesocioty to which she as-
pired could never tolerate the daughier
-of a fish peddling father, motwithstand-
ing the Inot that that father was ome of

Stat mteen

had ‘home
nclé ¥

He had simply lsughed nt her first at-

tempt, hiding the pain he felt behind

an ever smiling and kindly face. He

felt that Becky had come homeashamed

of him and his occupation, bt be did

not say so toher, for he was & ble

minded man who despisell “av™ of any
kind.

Dorinda had an idea thata -- s might
‘prove more profitsble than a flshand
Dotion wagon, and she was .tdo thrifly

ed me;
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to Wllow any opportunity to pass for in-
expectod to divide with her broth
and sistera somo day.

Uncle Poter had several married sons
and dsughters living near him, and «ll

kept tholr oyes fixed on their father's

posgessions. which se
| thbusanttidollars, ' They even sug-
| gested to’him the propriety of dividing
the property among them before his de-

mise and allowing them, in return there-
for, to “tuke care of him" the remaindeér
of his life. -~

. but Uncle Peter was a wiser and firm-
er man than he seemed. He bhad &

his childish manner and his smooth,
round, effeminate and ever smiling face.
He mot this suggestion with a smile,
and dismissed it with a joke, but there
was & look in his faded old blue‘yes
that forbade arecurrence of the subject.
He came home from his rounds one dpy
in the merriest mood. Ho had *‘cleaned
out” his entire stock in trade and his
cracked old voice sang “Annie Laurie”
in a perfectly excruciating manner as
he drove cheerily up the long lane lead-
ing to his house,

At the gate he met Mrs. Harriet Gib-
bons, & woman from the village near
by, whose highest earthly joy was felt
when it was her privilege to‘be first in
retailing a new bit of gossip of unusual
intercst. She was one of the fow peo-
ple on the faco of the earth whom good
old Uncle Peter did not lke; but he had
never given utterance to this dislike,
and now he bobbed his head to and fro
and greeted her with a cordial “Howdy
do, Mis' Giibbons! Folks all well' to
home? They be? That's right. Can't
ye stay totea? It must be 'boutready.”

But Mrs. Gibbons declined the invita-
tion sgmewhat stiffly and went on her
WRY. 1 :

When Un®le Potor went into the
house he noted an unusuaily sevére
look on Rindy's always grim face, while

him. Ilis son Willium, who lived ‘in
the village, happened to come in a mo-
ment later and was soon followed by his
married daughter, Mrs. Giibson Down-
ing.

Uncle Peter heard them whispering
together as he stepped into his own lit-
tle room for a scrap of paper to ‘“‘figger
some on.” Ho had noticed a peculiar
coldness townard him on the part of all
of them, and now ho stepped to the
‘door and said:

“What's goin-on here that all of ye
act 50? Your old pa hurt your feelings
somg way?"

Miss Dorinda, after walting a mo-
ment for some of the others to spoak,
sald coldly:

*Yes, you have done, or are going to
do, something we can’t help disliking,
if all reports are true.”

*Yo don't say?” sald Uncle Poter, the
smile still on his face.” **Well, what 18
fr?
clear his skirts of any thing so very
heenyous,” 2 g

Miss Dorindas camé out with it flatly:

*It's the talk of the village and the
whole country that you're going to mar-
ry the Wildder Newton!”

Uncle Peter dropped into his old
splint-bottomed rocking chair, his arms
hanging limply by his side and an ex-
pression of wide-eyed and open-mouthed
amazement on hls round, red face. His
whole manner proved his entire inno-
cence of ever having even thought of
such a matrimonial consummation.

“Me?" he gasped, staring blankly first
at one and then the other of his four ae-
cusers as they stood bofore him, *“Me—
marry—the— Widder—Newton? Me, P’e-
ter P. Pillsberry, a-goin’ to marry
Calisty Newton?™

“It's in every body's mouth,” said
Mrs. Gibson Downing. *‘They say you
stop ut her home half an hour at o time
every dav.” sald Dorinda.

“0, pa!"” cried Miss Becky. The son
said nothing. but looked volumes.

Unvele Peter stared at all of them for a
moment and then said:

“You're hollerin’ 'fore you're hurt,
children; that's what you're a-doin’; Mis'
Newton ain't no more idec o marryin’
me thar she has o' marryin’ the man in
the moon. I ain't never mentioned mar-
riage talk to her nor to no other woman
on top o' the earth, but you're dead an’
gone ma, an' she ain’t on lop o the
earth now."

The fsars of the children were at
once allayed, for' they knew their fa-
ther to be an absolutely truthful man.
Their faces brightened as he rose and
turned to leave the room, snd they
didn’t mind it much whon he stopped st
the door and sald, sternly:

*“But don't you try to dictate to me,
ehildren; don't you ever try that agin.”

The injured look left his face soon
after he reached the stable and began
rubbing old Bally down. . He chuckled
as he rubbed and patted the old horse.

“Me marry Calisty,” be said to him-
self. “Well, I'd like to know who in
crostion started that pack o' lies to
goln’. 0Old Hat Gibbons, I'l1 be bound!
Calisty wouldn't have me if I asked
her. I bet she wouldn't. fT'he idee of it

The Widow Newto mu that mo-

mentgreatly
flsh- | She was & nest, comely woman of fifty,

snd she lived alons ina ddstie old
brown house with s few" of ground:
around it Her four married sons =nd
daughters Yived in homes of their own
near by. Each of them bad in tarn in-
vited and urged thelr mother to come
and livg with them, but she had porsist-
ently refused, althoughshowas a gentle,
mild-faced woman of 8 somewhat yield-
ing spirit. -

would say; “I've besa mistress of a
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creasing hor father's account, which she |
{homo somebody elss’ wis

of them, boing thrifty like their sistes, |

strong, dogged will, notwithatanding |

Becky  looked - #eproachfully towawd |

Out with it an’ see if your pa can't

“I want & home of my own," lh]

L S A B
home, luc;!a;: ‘tis, !:'t n;:n thirty
oardihd’ ovar be datls nve s
Ko & ! : 'H& ol.
Here¥oun do as 1 please’and thitels no-
‘body to' bay me may. ‘11 ﬁwtmr
-oukos Tob breallast or rid bisguits for
top: 1 hins thend, an' may be [ wouldn't in
somebody else's house. T lohesome

verak| sometindes, 1'll #¥low, but: there's worso

Ffeelings than lonesomeness. - Anyhow,)
I've got plenty to live comfortable on}
and that's a good deal toébe thanlkful
fo'.“ ] ‘ arh

When her hushand had dled three
years baforé the time our story bogins
he had in his will left his wife his en-
"iso yobsdssions with the exception of
small boquesty -to each of his children,
whotigd’ felt themse|ves greatly ag-
grieved thereby, nlthdugh they were all
inwesy. comfortable olreumstances.

vorite wigdew, in her favarite rocking-

dpughter, Mes, Eiucinda Evans, came in
somewhat hurriedly followed by an-
other daughter, Mrd. Beétty Higgins..
s4Ea! girls,” said their mother; in a
surprised tone; “I'd no ideo of sesing
‘eilher of you on Tudsdhy and it your
regular ironing day. -Setdown."

“I ain't got timé” voplled Betty,
coldly, ¥1 just run over to find out if
this story about .you and old Pete
Pillsberry Is true.” .

“That's judt what 1 conie for,” said
Lueinda Evans.  *‘1 comse by brother
Henry's home, nnd sistet Hetty was
there’ and they're waltihg for me to
come back and tell them' what you suy.
Is it troe; ma, thiwt you and old Poter
ard going to be 'married?”

Mrs. Newton gave s shrill little
scream «@and threw up both hands while

rolled across the room leaving a line of
groen and red and blue bhehind it

*Cindy Evans,” gasped Mrs. Newton,
*swhat are you and your sister Dotty
{#alking about? Are you crazy? Am 1
Hgoing to marry Unecle Peter Pillsberry?
The land of the living!”

She threw her green and white ging-
ham gpron over her head and bagan to
rock to and fro, half erying, balf laugh-
ing. With her head still covered she
finally said, sharply:

“Gohome, girls, go home, and stop
and tell letty ana Henry and every
body else you meet thas'F ain’t going to
marry nobody till I'va Been asked, and
I ain't been asked ydt.™'~

She fell to laughing hysterieally, and
Betvy suid, sharply:

=*Well, 1%¥hink it'd be'a burning shame
for you to ‘marry anybody even if you
was asked.” ¥

*Yes, and old Peter Pillsberry of all
men!”

Mrs. Newton took her apron from her
burning face and sald; firmly:

“You lush right up about Uncle
Peter, Cindy Evans: he's a8 good and
honest an old man as ever lived. Your
father thought the world of him. But
you ecan just set your minds at rest
about him, he sin't no more idee of
marrying than I have. - The idee of 1t!”
"The girls went home in greater peace
of mind than they had known when
coming to see thoir mother, since they
now felt confident that their share of
the three thousand dollars thelr mother
had in the bank was not to be lessened
by the possible elaims of o step-father.

The smile on Uncle Peter's face deep-
ened the next day as he drew nocar the
Widow Newton's house while making
his daily rounds. He stopped singing:

“Here wo are but strayiog pligrims,™
and bogan on a lively ditty about

“A lady fair,

With nut brown halr,
Oh, tummy yl yum,
Oh, tummy ¥l yum,
Yi yum df de do.**

The Widow Newton heard him com-
ing and blushes came to her plump
cheeks. -

“Ishan’t let on that I've heerd any
thing of the scand'lous mess of stuff
"hout me¢ and him,” she said, as the
sound of the rattling cart whecls came

ask him how the folks are at home and
get me a pound of haddock and come
right into the house 80's the tongues of
tho gossips won't have nothing to wag
about. 'There he 15 at the gate. Well!
what's he hitching his horse for? He's
coming in, too. Well, if that ain't queer!
Dear me—"

“Gool morning, Calisty,” Uncle
Peter sald, stepping briskly into the
widow's kitohen and standing, his old
hat in his hand, near the open door. He
had known her all her life. He had
carried her to school often on his hand
sled when they were children, and he
had always called her Calisty, but,
somohow, she blushed when he called
her Calisty to-day. He went on calmly
and directly. !

“Calisty, you heard the yarns that's
goin’ round "bout us?" he asked.

“J—I—yes, Petor."

She turned her burning face from him,
fingering her apron corners in a con-
fused way.

“Did it make you mad when you heerd
‘em?™ . '

"] —]—didn"t like it, Peter.”

“I ¢'pose not—not st first, nohow. 1
was mad as a wes hen whon I flrst
heerd ‘em, but, Calisty, I was glad in
tho end; yes, sir, I jist was. Air you
mad now as you was at first?

R = know. They wa'n't
true, nohow, Peter.” "

“No, they wa'n't, :
there wa'n't & word of truth In

Am*

bein’ med st first r..:-m'mt
and hopin’ they might bo true, me
and riﬁ'ahmm—r
lbg 1t all was that Uncle Peter

| flonts-and sneors of their children, -ﬁn,.1

Mrs. Nowton was sitting by her fa- |
chair sewing ecarpét Tags when her | marryl

her ball of rags fell to the. floor and

nearer and nearer; “I'1 just go out and |,

went aws ng abo

u«*!ﬁ'b&r and shiriller

went abolt her 'work “himthing

love tune férgotten for years until j
A week later they drove quietly %o &'

neighboring town and came home qﬂ‘

snd wite, .Uncle Peter joyfully =

boldly proclaiming the fact to all whom

thoy chanoced 'to meets 0l

' They came bask to the bride's cozy

little brown house and settled

» quiet and ‘happy Jife, heedloss ‘of

a8 & matter of course, soon came’ fo wo-
oept the situation with some degroe
good grace and to make gladly-sccepted. |
overtutes of peasce. -

“Weoowe 'em o good deal, anyhow,
Calisty,”" Unole Peter said, “*for if they |
hadn't raised sueh ‘s fuss 'bout what
wisn't 80 what is so wouldn't of come. to
pass, and we wouldn't of thought of
n' each other and being the hap-
plest old bride and bridegroom on top
of the earth, now, would we?'—Zenus
Dane, in Household.

POOR BATTENBERG.

The Wedded Woes of Victoria’s Youngest:

: I Hon-in-Law,

What has become of Prinoce Deatrice?
Did Battenberg strike and was he threat-
¢ned? The other day I mot a relative
of his sister-in-law, the Countess Alex-
ander von Hartensu (you see what bad
company I sometimes keep), who told
me that *“the poor fellow's lot is not to
be envied.” The Queen, on whosé favor
he depends, being now seventy, few
wbout the court take the trouble to be
civil to him. Military men don't at all
relish being told off to “attend” this
curidus Royal Highness. Though the
Quevn {s exacting of respect for him,
she treats bim herself with curt dry-
ness, and she expects him to be always
hanging about the Princess Beatrice,
who since her marriage keeps as close
to her Majesty as her shadow, and is
‘constantly getting up entertainments
for her royal mother's delectation, which
Prince B thinks awful bores. He would |
infinitely prefer a friendly pipe and
flagon of beer and war of words at a
Kneipe to her tableaux vivants, private
theatricals and concerts. The cqneerts
aro the most doleful things imagimable.
The Prinecss performs on the piangand
gots herssl!"decompanied by other in-
struments. She is particularly fond of
the violin, and has always some first-
rate violinist to play with her. Prince
B. used to turn the leaves of her musle-
book when they were freshly married,
but he has since allowed a lady or gen-'
‘flérhan in waiting to do that honorable
service, and sits near the musicians
sceming to listen, but more often than
not in o brown study. 1f it were not for
the pleasures of memory these concerts
would be unendurable. The Queen, who
loves musie, is nearly always present
and sits by hersell,  with a dusky per-
sonal attendant standing behind her
ohair. She, t06, is wrapped up, and no

ber hygone pleasures. Whenover she
makes o sign to Priuce B, he is on his
fect in an instant, walks over to her,
and stands before her in an attitude of
submission. She would not put up with
any other. There mever was a more
despotic sovereign in the precincts of
her court than our constitutional mon-
arch, and her mind is so full of the be-
lief in her prerogatives, in all that re-
gards etiguette and the deportment of
ber family and household, that her will
ovorbears every other. One feels that
it is impericus as fate. Prince 1L nev-
er attempts to dispute it until he gots
beyand its range. He then tries to make
new conditions and thus improve his
position. At Gratz he thoroughly en-
joyed himself. There was smoking,
heer-drinking, capltal musie, in an un-
affected way,guard-room talk with Count
von Hartenau and Austrian officers and
no otiquette. —London Trath,

The Son of Victor Hugo.

The money which parents sccumulate

hard work and self-denial is fre-
quently squandered by theirchildren,
but few mortgage a fatuyre inheritance
so recklessly as bas a son of Vietor
Hugo. The great French man of let-
ters, ‘starting in life with a capital of
800 francs. which he had earned for him-
solf, besides gaining an immortal place
in literature, amassed a fortune of
several million francs, which he left to
his children. Ilis son George has recent-
ly become of age, and before he had
taken possession of his fortune his
for $48,000, upon which he had
yowod only $16,000. But there isa
in France against usury, and the greedy
usurers have been arrested and the full
penalty of the law will be meted out to
them for attempting to roba minor of
his heritage. 1f young Hugo's fortune
{s not kept under the control of a guard-
fan it is more than probable that in a
few he willbea vags-
bond in the oity that will forever honor
the name and memory of bis great fa-
ther.—Paris Letter.

The Duke Gots the Last Werd.
“You always say ‘I guess,” said the
Duke, “and reslly, I detest your Amer
icanisms—they're so jolly S
*1 noticed you did not object to ‘bor-
rowing a few lagsl-tender American-

lsms from my brother last evening.”

Y

telumphant notes, whilb the 'q.dy@ .

doubt also passing mentally in review |

tow

‘od the
rabbi of Smyrné nd asked t9
on very fmportant business. The ven-
erable Abrabam Palacel _unwell,
they werg asked to como another

of to
furnish you with a fine, plump and
healthy Cheistian ohild, & Mttle Greek
girl four years old, for your sacrifice,
and the child shall be obtained in such
a manner as to insure the most profound
secrecy.” The rabbl's son, as may well

“be suppoged, was thunderstruck st the

proposal, but he dissembled his feelings
and stgted that before he could enter
into any definite arrangements with
them it was necessary he should consuls
his father. They baving assented to
this, he withdrew to his father's room
and briefly relatod to him the story of
the grim proposal. Speaking in the He-
brew tongue, for fear the men outsidoe
should understand, the father told him
to dispatch a messenger speedily to the
headquartors of the polloe, requesting
the chief of police tosend immediutely
an officer with abody of gendarmes, and
then to go back keep the Greeks,
under the pretense of discussing the
price of their crime. Emin Effendi
speedily answered the summons, and on
the arrival of the s the rabbi
pested them behind a door concealud by
n heavy curtain and sent word to his
5 e '
sage, o

ered in l!ebr"'ar One of these individ-

| uals asking whet the man had said, Nis-

sim Palacel answeréd that his father,
although {11, ‘wished to see them. Usb-
ered into the presence of the rabbi, he
began askingthem in Turkish, so that
the officials ffight understand the affuir,
how and where they got the child, how
the'salo was 40 bo effected and many
other particulars. The exdmination of
the casé satisfactorily concluded. he
whistled, the poltce came in, and, hav-
ing manacled our men,”led them off to
prison. As they were led through the
strocts some inkling of the affair seems
to have got abrond and the ‘police had to
bo strengthened to ropress the people,
who looked asifabout to take vengeance
on the mise] welovant Herald

to distinguieh it from other colossal
figures, said by some writers to have
numbered over 100, which. during the
duys of its ywere set up in
the “City of the Sun,” as the capital of
the isiand of Rhodes was poetically
called. The Colossus came third in the
iist of the seven wonders of the world,
and was consccrated to the sun, the
deity of Rhodes. It was made of brass,
cast in sections, and is said to have been
the work of Chares of Lindus, a pupil
of the great Lysippus It was 30 cubits
(supposed to have been 150 feet) high

$350,000 a8 we reckon money nowadays.
Over 1% years' work was spent on this
early monster, which, withall its grand-
eur, was destined to a very short career.
Fiftysix years after its completion,
in the year 224 B. C., according to Pliny,
this gigentic emblematic figure was
thrown down by an earthquake. The
Cologsus stood ‘at the entrance to the
harbor, with éach of its mighty feet on
solid stone foundations, ships in full
sail passing and repassing between the
gigantic legs. Deleperre, the historian,
says that it was not erected at the en-
trance to the harbor, as stated by Pliny,
but that it stood on an open spuce near
the Pacha's seraglio.  Still another
writer says it was recomstructed during
the reign of the Emperor Vespasian,
and that affer the island of Rhodes had
been conquered by the Caliph Othman,
in the seventh mt‘;.q of pw
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